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When she went into her own room her heart
for a moment failed her. Adam was lying, his
head on his arm, fast asleep. She woke him,
wrapped him in a blanket so that he looked a
young bewildered Indian, and told him quietly:

' Adam, there are some noisy men in the garden.
If they shout and throw stones, it is no matter.
Mother is here and Bennett and Mr. Winch and
Uncle Reuben. You stay with John, darling,
in Aunt Jennifer's room.'

He nodded his head, yawning and nibbing
his eyes with his knuckles. * Where will you
be?' he asked.

*  I shall return very soon.    Now, go to John,
darling.'

' Can't I see the men throwing stones? *

* No,    Not now.    Be a good boy.'

He was always a good boy if his mother
thought that it was serious. He saw that she
thought that this was serious, and obeyed. She
took him into the next room, saw that Dorothy
was also there, and Jennifer sitting up in bed
and asking John questions. She gave Adam to
John and left them.

When she came downstairs another world
had already burst upon them. The house was in.
darkness, save for the candles in Jennifer's room.
The women were in the kitchen. Bennett and
Reuben, each with a gun, were in the hall. They
all three moved into the parlour.

She looked between the curtains and almost
cried out at the scene. At least a hundred men,
women and boys were gathered in the road,
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